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"Shell feel better if she has something to keep her
busy/' said the mother thoughtfully.
"Of course she will," replied Nikolai, then, turning
to her with a smile on his kind face, "that cup seems to
have passed you by, Nilovna. You've never suffered for
the man you loved, have you?"
"Phooh!" said the mother with a wave of her hand.
'The only thing I ever felt was fear they'd marry me
off!"
"Were you never fond of anyone?"
"I don't remember. I suppose I was. I must have been
fond of somebody, only I don't remember. My husband
beat me so much he knocked everything that happened
before my marriage out of my head," she finished sim-
ply, looking at him with sad composure.
Nikolai turned back to the table and the mother left
the room for a moment. When she came back, he was
lost in reminiscences*
"As for me, I had an experience something like Sa-
sha's," he said, gazing at her affectionately. "I was in
love with a girl—a wonderful girL I was about twenty
when I met her, and I've loved her ever since. I love
her now as much as I did then—with all my heart, grate-
fully and forever."
From where she was standing next to him, the mother
could see the warm clear light shining in his eyes. He
had taken hold of the back of a chair and put his head
on his hands, and he sat looking somewhere far away, his
lean strong body stretching towards a vision as a flower
stretches towards the sun.
"Why don't you marry her?" suggested the mother.
"She has been married four years."
"Why didn't you marry her first?"
He thought for a moment.
"Somehow it didn't turn out. Whenever I was free, she
was in jail or in exile, and whenever she was free, I was
in jail. That sounds like Sasha and Pavel, doesn't it? At
last they .sent her to Siberia for ten years—to one of the

